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And sadd: ~Some tairy bas had full sway
s every pook of our house to-dey.
Forgotten were dust and cobweds high.
“,ﬁ‘“hw'u eye;
Par the beaviest tasks that burden & wife
Grow when they brighten another's life,
L. Bungs, in Womnn's Magazine.

SHE A COWARD?

Why Molly “Did Things” as if She
Were Brave.

*Oh, Mally Bates! before I'd be such
= 'fraid cat!” shouted Frank Parsons,
us he saw Molly climb a five-rail fenee
and scramble up into an apple-tree,
because Mr. Way's great dog came
‘barking down the road. Poor Molly
sat elinging to the bongh of the tree,
pale us a girl could be with the healthy

 tan of out-door life and summer suns

‘on ber face: trembling all over. eves
full of terror, and just ready toscream,
when Mr. Way ealled off his great En-
b masufl, slipped the chain under
collar and led him away, growling
like distant thunder. Molly crept
down, and Frank went on:

“Before I'd climb an apple-tree
‘canse I was “fraid of a dog?’

Molly said nothing: her eves were
full of tears, for she liked her cousin
Frank, who was spending the summer
iu Newfiedd, and yet she could not
deny that she was very much afraid of
the dog.

Molly was eight years older than
Frank: a bright, sweet gitl of seven-
teen she had never known her New
York cousins till this summer, for they
had been in Europe almost ever since
Frauk was born, as be erossed the ocean
at six wonths old: and the three older
Parsons children had only been to
Rewficld once, when they were very
Yyoung. Alida was but nineteen now:
Amy just six mouths older than Molly
Bates. John, the oldest of all, was
twenty-one, and a fashionable young
man of the city. Frauk had been sent
to Newficld this summer becsuse the
family came back from abroad too
late to put him in school, and they did
ol want him at Newport, or Saratoga,
or Lenox: so be was sent to his unele's
in Newficld, and enjoved himsclf as
beartily there a= ever a boy did enjoy
country life with kindly, gene.ous rel-
atives. And Frank liked Moily very
auch; she was the oldest of Unecle
Bates” two children: for little “Axe,”
as he ealled herself, was only four, and
went by the name of “Baby™" half the
time, nobody ever nsing her real name
of Achsah.

Boys do not care much for small
children but are apt to ftancy those
older than themselves, and Frank took
a great liking to Molly: she was always
ready to go with him on the hills after
bervies: to show him where he counld
dig sassafras, pick wintergreen, find
black birch for its odorous twigs,
gather flag-buds, or honeysuckle ap-
ples; and she conld show him evers
cold brook for two miles about where
he could catch small trout, that Aunt
Mary would fry for his supper. And
Molly was such a preuty givl, with her

only after two weeks Mrs,
received a letter from her sister
g her to let Molly spend the win-
with them, and go to school if she

i
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This was what Molly had always
wanted; she had gone to Newfield high
school till she had learned all that was
to be taught there, and she did very
| earnestly wish for a little more school-
ing, for she meant to be a teacher. Mr.
Bates was not a vich man. He had a
good farm, and could give his family
all the food and clothing needful for
them, but he never had any money
to spare. And Mrs. Bates had told
Molly not to ask her father to send her
awuy to school, because he could not
afford it.

Mrs. Parsons had learned all about
Molly's wish from Frank, who had no

seruple about asking his consin ques- |

tion=: and as Mr. Bates had refused to
consider Frank as any thing but a wel-
come visitor all that long summer, it
relieved his mother from a great sense
of obligation to offer Molly a winter’s
schooling as well as her board; for
Mrs. Parsons knew that Mr. Bates was

not really able to be as generous as his |

nature made him.

Molly was delizhted, and her nimble
fingers at once began on the needful
sewing. The Newtfield dressmaker
came for a week, and ecut over Mrs.
Bate's wedding-dress, a dark Dblue
repped silk, for the girl's best gown:
there was a gray merino bought for
school wear, and last year's brown one
sponged and altered for a change; a
little round felt hat with a band of
velvet, for every day, and a dark blue
velvet turban for Sundays, came from

the milliner's shop in Tauton, and |
with a beaver cloth black sacque and |
a blanket shawl, Molly's list of outside |
wear was completed. She was to get |
some gloves in New York and a pair of |
overshoes; all the rest of her garments |

she and her mother had wmade, and
they were warm and abundant. Molly
thought herself a very lucky girl
However, when she arrived at her
aunt’s house, though Alida and Amy
were Kind in their welcome, and / int
Frances put both arms about her,
kissed her warmly and said:
dear child: vou've got vour mother's
eyes" Yet Molly felt like a stranger of
a different race: her shoes seemed to
make a noise like horseshoes as she
followed Amy's light steps up the pol-

ished stair-case to her room. and her |
dress, fashioned by old Miss Pettibone, |

seemed uncouth enough in comparison

with Alida’s dainty gown of soft wool i

and delicate silk, fitting her slender
figure with perfect grace, and trailing
its long draperies over the rich earpet
of the upper hall. Frank was not there,
or she might have been happier and
more at home. When Amy left her to
put her hat and sacque in the closet,
unpack her trunk, and brush her hair
for the late dinner which was just
ready, Molly's heart sank like lead: oh,
if she were only howe azain! but she
resolately put the thought away: she
was there at her own wish; she was
going to school without expense to her

gret or fear: the words Hiram said to
her as he shook hands at the gate when
she came away flashed across her.

* Keep your courage up, Molly; don’t
let outsides daunt ve.  Your folks here
to home is wuth more to ve than the
hull eity. Think o' that.™

Molly did think of it, set her red lips
firmly, and went down to dinner in her
old brown dress, her heavy shoes, her
simply-knotted hair, as self-possessed a

“My |

voluble milliner turned to Molly, whose
pretty rosy face shone from under the
“brim of her blue tarban:

“And you, Miss? What shall I do for
you?"

“Nothing, thank you," said Molly.

“Oh! but I've the very bonnet for yon
here—a felie bonnet! Just your youth-
ful style, and matching your fur.”

Bhe whisked out a little silver-gray
bounet from a drawer, trimmed simply
with gray satin ribbon of two shades
and big silver pins: a puff of pale rose
velvet filled the brim; even Molly's un-
educated eve perceived its style and
taste, but, before she could éven ad-
mire it, her turban was swiftly lifted
and the French bounet set on her hair
and tied deftly under her dimpled
chin.

T Oh, Molly " exclaimed Amy, ““that
is just levely on yon.”

Molly peeped into the mirror beside
her. The hat was more becoming than
she had thought. The velvet matched
her silver-gray furs, and the rose-hned
lining contrasted with her brown curls
and hazel eyes beauntifully.

“It is just the vary thing,” said Mad-
ame Arles, who affected a French ac-
cent, thouzh she was born and bred
within sight of Franconia Notch. ]
must send it to you, Miss. It is but
twenty dollars.™

“Oh, no!”" said Molly. *I can
' buy it. I have a hat already.”

“*Oh: but it is poor velvet, this tur-
ban. It is not the mode, neither. This
is the thing, entirely. Not so, Miss
Parsons?”

“It is very pretiy and very becom-
ing,” said Amy, casting a contemptu-
ous look on Molly's country-made head-
gt‘l"'.

“But T don’t want it,”" said Molly,
putiing on her turban and resolutely
leaving the shop.

Three days after a little bandbox was
left at Mrs. Parson’s door, directed to
| Molly. When she came from school it
i was on her dressing-table, and within

it the pretty bounnet—and the bill
| Molly's face grew set.
| school hat, picked up the bandbox and

not

her aunt was at lunch.

“Aunt Frances,” she said, **will yon
excunse me from lunch? I want to go
down to Madame Arles’ shop.™

“What is the matter, Molly? You
look very determined,”” asked her aunt;
Cand Molly explained.

[ *Just one of her tricks!” remarked

Amy; “she seat "Tilda Forbes a bonnet
Cjust in that way last yvear; and "Tilda
| kept it."” ]

“But I shall not,” said Molly. “Amy,

| did she say any thing about it after 1
| left you there?"
| “She only said it was a pity yon
| would not take the bonnet, it was so
| becoming: and I said yes, it wak: then
I hurried out after yon.”

“Woulau't you prefer to wait till
| after lunch, and go down in the car-
| riage with me?”’ asked Mrs. Parsons.
*Oh, no, thank you; I want to take
Vit directly back,” and Molly walked

off with the box.
Alida shrugged her shoulders, a trick
| she had learned abroad.
L1 would not face Madame Arles
- with that bonnet for a good deal,” she
: said.
. But Molly did face the angry mil-
| liner.
*“Y our cousin order it, she did!™
“No, Madame, she did not,” an-
| swered resolute 311!11_\'. “*She told me
| Just what she said: nobody ovdered it

| I do not wint it, and I shall not take |
- ]
father: she would not give way to re-

it." Aud in a
{left the store, a little pale and fright-
ened, but leaving the box behind her.
| “You did right,” was her annt's
; connment.

|

Shortly after this affair Mr. Bates |

| brought little Achsah down to stay a
few days with her sister. The child
'lw;u- nearly erazy with the sights and
sounds of the great city, and Molly
' never had harder work in her life thau
' walking with Axe down Broadway.

girl as Amy herself. Uncle Parsons | She never dared trust her with any one

was a kind-hearted man,
abread, wvery pleasant and cordial at
home: but his eves were keen.

out learning to know people by their

very busy 1

else; but Axe was eager to go with

{ Frank, evidently thinking he would
He had |
not been in business thirty years with- |

not restrain her as Molly did. One
day, as she turned from a window full

of toys, where she had kept her patient

soft hazel eves, nut-brown curls, nm”imw: vet he was a little puzzied to- 1 sister waiting at least fifteen minutes,
. day. Frank had talked a great deal | she saw Frank a few steps off going

vosy cheeks, all lit up by the sunniest
smiles, that Frank admired her very
much: but, alas! Molly sank a great
many degrees in his esteemm when he
found out how afraid she was of a big

dog, of a cow that was cross, of her

father's fast horses: even of the big
turkey-cock that came gobbling and
bustling and attempting to fly at her
when she crossed the barnyard with 2
Bittle ved shawl on her shoulders.
Frank thought a girl onght to be as
brave as a boy, and quite despised
Meolly because, he =aid:

*Bhe's a real, oM coward? "Fraid of
2 dog’ pooh! I'd just as lives slap that
dog in the chops as not?”

*“I wouldnt try it ef I was you,”
dryly remarked Hiram, the hired mau.
*Molly knows more’u you do about that
there dog: he's uglier "u all possessed.

Way's tryin' his level best to get ridon | “I've come to learn, and I shall learn | had trodden on her arm and broken it,
style, perhaps, as well as French and | before the lookers-on could stop the

him, before hayin', for he's bit two of l

their folks a’ready.”

“Sho! be wouldn't bite a girl, 1 don't
m'-&..

*1 dono ashe would, an’ I dono as he
wouldu’t; but 1 wouldu’t ran no resks,
pot very fur.” apswered Hiram.

“Well, she's "fraid of Bill an’ Joe.”

1 wish't vou was. [dono what vour
folks think on’t, but f you was my boy
you shouldn’t no more drive them voung
bosses than nothing! They ain’t half
broke.™

“Well, Uncle isn't goin’ to let me: he
said be was only funnin’ when he asked
if Idida’t want to take them over to
the village for the nail.”

*Kinder lucky you didn’t. 1 expect
be had some outlook for vour bones.
As for Nolly, she’s got grit enough for
any girl. You no need to be pickin’
at her; she's "bout as good as they're
made.”

about his summer in Newficld, and had
given his father an idea that Molly was
a pretty, weak-headed, perhaps silly,
little country girl. He could not make
this face and that character agree.
Next day Aunt Parsons took Molly to

\
{ him.

{ down the street: suddenly she pulled

her hand from Molly's and ran after
Molly followed, thinking natu-
{rallv that the child wonld overtake
| Frauk, and that he would stop till she
| canght up with them: for he had never

school. She meant to wait till she had ' heen anxious, in spite of Axe's entreat- |

somewhat changed the girl's dress, but
Mr. Parsons objected.

“See what sort of stuff she's made of,
Frances: let her find her own level. I

she turns out to be a doll, dress her: if | crowded the roadway. Mollie flew, for

she's a good-for-nothing girl, why you
can change her attire if you want to:
hut she will be worth it.™
However, Molly stood the test.
school-girls laughed at her scant,
dress, and s<he langhed, too.

shonrt

| ies, to guide hier through the city.
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“Youn ean’t expect a conntry maid to |

be in the last fashion, girls,” she said.

physiology.”™

She made absurd apologies for the
noise of her shoes.

“You know 1 came from the Old

Granite State: you must expect me to !

be heavy, and have a solid understand-
ing! ]

The girls were conquered by her
cheerful front and readiness to laugh
with them. Molly remembered Hiram's
old saw:

* If you softiy touch & nettle,
It will sting you for Your pains:
Grasp it ike a man of mettle
Nol a single sting remains?”’

If the girl was sometimes
sick nobody heard of it; she wrote and
received frequent letters; her own al-
ways full of every pleasant thing she
could gather to tell to mother.  Alida

home- |

[

‘ .s'lull!n’ll j|_'|-.1

|

and Amy were all the time on the |

wing: balls, parties, dinners, visits

in Mrs. Parsons bought Molly a hand- | to come to the dinner-table Unele Par-

some fur-trimmed cloak, and a muff
to match, and one day Amy took her
out shopping: they went into a milli-
ner’'s where Amy wanted to order a
little bhonnet for the next evening,
as she was to join o party for the

opera.
After the white plush and biush roses

| » . 1 er AR EILa s an- | ‘ . . .
A roting "h'“-'-' regardle f dan- | after crop time if he lives in the coun-

‘ lefi

But before Axe guite reached the boy
he turned to eross the street, ]‘ull’l'} ing
to dodge the h!':l\'} vehicles  that
she saw an omuibus rolling down right
above the crossing, and unconscious |
rer.

“One moment of horror, s swift |
spring, and Molly had eaught .-\“-'.-:'
dress and pulled her back, but slipped ‘
herself, and the horse nearest to her |

omnibus, or the driver saw what
the matter. But the horses
before the wheel was
about to ervoss the prostrate girl : and
she was lifted from the mud, the unin-
jured hand still graspmg Axe, who was
roaring with fright and anger. .
Molly opened her eyes on the sofa of |
a shoe-store, Axe Kicking and seream-
ing in the arms of a strange man; her |
own dress covered with dirt, and he-r’
arm  hanging helpless: bat she
could tell where she belonged, and uE
carriage was sent for at once.

Wis
Wete

|

Poor Molly! her holidays were spoiled. l
Axe was sent home at onee in ;_'.'l"_‘iltl
dudgeon, and the broised and broken |
arm was five long weeks painful and |
helpless before she could again use it, ‘
In all that time she was so patient, so

| enduring, so cheerful, that every one of |
filled their time, =o that Molly saw very | the houschold became deeply attached i
little of them. When winter really st | to her: and the first day she was able

sons said, with a twinkle in his eye:
“Frank, you used to teil me Molly
was such a coward: and here she has
faced down a milliner whom neither
Alida nor Amy would have dared to
encounter!”
“No indeed!™ they both chorused.
“And dragged ber small sister from

‘had been discussed and agreed on, thé

She retied her |

went down into the dining-room where |

torrent of words she |

under a pair of omnibus horses: and
had a compound fracture set without a
cry. How is that for & coward?”

“Oh, Uncle Parsons!” exclaimed
Molly, “Frank is right. I was awfully
afraid of Madame Arles and of the
borses and of the doetor. I am afraid
of almost every thing.™

“But you did those things just as if
you were brave.”

“Oh yes; they had to be done
whether | was afraid or not.”

“H'm," said Uncle Parsons.

Dear reader, what do you think?
Was Molly a coward.—Rose Terry
Cooke, in N. Y. Independent.
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BOOK CANVASSING.

How the Wily Ageut Acguires the Soft
Blandishments Which Insure Success.

“Well.” said the canvasser, putting
his portfolio on an adjacent desk, while
be presented his autograph album and
produced pen and ink from a secret
recess in his vest, ““Now let me tell you
that gall is not such a pre-eminent in-
gredient in a book canvasser’s make-up
as von and a great many other persons
seem to imagine.  Our first lessons are
taken from the Bible, which teaches
meckness and humility. A real book
canvasser never loses his temper; he
never gels angry ; he never argues;
but he gradually leads the conversation
into pleasant channels, and makes life
as agreeable and enjoyable to all around
him as he possibly can. The only re-

anybody is when his calling is im-
peached. He is early tanght to stand
up for the honor of his calling, in spite
of all that may be told him of it. There
arve black sheep in every flock, and all
men should not be held responsible for
the sins of a few.

“The best way, though, to illustrate
our teachings is to tell you how we
work—and all we do comes out of our
course of study, as you ecall it—our
book of instructions, as we call it. We
depend on ourselves to the largest pos-
sible extent. Sometimes we have a
| helper, that is, a gentleman or lady of
| a certain neighborhood who, in consid-
| eration of a free copy of the book, in-
| troduces us to certain people, but the

{ great trouble about helpers is that they
insist on talking and recommending
your work after introducing yvou, there-
by displaying their interest and injur-
ing vour prospects, It is harder to
keep the *helpers’ quiet than to get
|:tlc'-ng without them, so I choose not to
have them. The power of influence
we, of course, fully recognize—but it
is the influence of example by leaders
cither in society or business. For this
reason we are always glad to have
names to show — some names
the building, in the block or
{in  the immediate neighborhood.
Oun  approaching a gentleman
| whose subsceription we desire to secure
| we have several things to consider,
'uml [ shall mention them in their
‘ul‘lh’l‘. We generally ascertain  the

;_{l.u]li

.
in

gentleman's name, and we make it a
point never to forget a name once ae-
quired. It is pleasanter and more cf-
fective to ecall a man by his name
when you meet him the first time be-
cause it makes him feel that his im-
portance is appreciated, and that his
fame is not confined to his family and
Cimmediate  friends.  After  meeting
him we look him squarely in the eye,
and, without staring him, hold him as
the arcient mariner held his friend
with his glittering orb. There is great
power in the human eyve, and, besides,
it shows that you are not deing any
| thing that vou are ashamed of. If the
| person is engaged, or “‘too busy,” we
try to make an appointment for some
|other time. If we are eanvassing in
[ families and there ave ehildren present,
| we notice them and say nice things
| about their looks or comment on their
house.

| resemblance to the head of the
| *The next thing after securing at-
| tention is to create a desire on the part
of the person to see what you've got,
| for desire must precede demand.  That
is another of our axioms. We never
show our books until we have created
| the necessary desire.  You may have
| observed that I tried to keep my port-
r folio hidden by the flap 6f my overcoat.
| When we do show our book we do not
|let it go out of our hands, but begin-
llnin;_{::t the cover, we explain all its
good points, putting our descriptions
into the best words we can master. We
keep cool, do not hurry: are concise
and dirveet in our language, and try
Hever to Weary or worry our customer,
Then we secure the order. As soon as
the customer shows signs of yielding,
we have pen and ink ready—we always
carry  ink—and  obtain his  signa-
ture while his mood favorable.
After getting the signature we keep
away from the subscriber until we arve
ready to deliver the book, and the de-

is

{livery is made at a time when we know
| the subscriber has money

~when he
gets hissalary if a working-man, and

try.

“Objections?  Oh, gracious, yes, we
hear plenty of objections. We are
I:lll_'_{ht to expect them, and we train
ourselves to meet and answer them.

| In doing this we aim to be pleasant
{ and happy without being offensivelv

smart, and we avoid, as far as possible,

| direct answers or labored arguments,

Agents who are afraid to depend on
their own facilities in such emergencies

thave a manual from which they may

study and memorize answers to the ore
dinary objections which are offered.””—
St. Lours Globe-Democrat.
e

—Marble Cake.—Whites of foureggs,
one cup white sugar, half-cup butter,
half-cup sweet milk, one teaspoonful
cream-tartar, half-teaspoonful sodu.
Black part: yelks of four eggs, one cup
of brown sugar, half-cup baking mo-
lasses, half-cap butter, h:ilf-cuf) sour
milk, one teaspoonful cinnamon, half
nutmeg, one teaspoonful cloves, one
teaspoonful and a half soda. Put the
black and then the white. It is very
nice.—Boston Dulletin,
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—Spanish Buns.—One pint of flour,
one pint of sugar, one cup of sweet
milk, one cup of butter, four eggs,
beaten separately, one teacup of yeast,
one teaspoon each of cinnamon, cloves
and allspice, one grated nutmeg.
Knead well. roll out, cut out in large
biscuits, let rise and bake: when taken
from the oven sprinkle with white
sugar.—Good Housckeeping. -

sistance a true canvasser will make to |

| the

PERSONAL AND LITERARY.

—Oscar Wi'de bas grown fat and isa

tranger to @stheticism.

—President Washington made a
point of dining on codfish every Satur-
day.

—DhLientenant €. N. Clinch, by the
will of Mrs. A. T. Stewart, becomes the
richest officer in the army.

—~Colonel Sir Reginald Rauson, the
new Lord Mayor of London, used to
be the best foot-ball player at Rugby.

—Oakey Hall, formerly mayor of
New York, has become a naturalized
English subject. He says he never ex-
peets to see Ameriea again.—N. T,
Mail.

—Mrs. John Davis, daughter of the
late Seeretary of State Frelinghuysen
and well known in Washington social
circles, has become a hopeless para-
Ivtie.

—Osgood Bradbury, who died in New
Gloucester, Me., a few days ago, aged
ninety years, was born in the town
where he died. His dying words were:
“Hold me; I'm falling.™

—Maud Smith was a Nashville girl
who studied opera and is now on the
Iyric stage, but not as Mand Smith. Oh
no! Her stage name is Silva Dolaro,
and it should earn ber many.

—Hivam P. Revels, the first colored
man elected to the United States Sen-
ate, is now a well-to-do farmer in Mis-
sissippi.  There have been two negro
Senators and thirteen representatives,

—The Boston Budget notes as a sin-
gular fact that two of the biggest men
in that city, physically and intellectual-
ly, Reyv. Phiilips Brooks and Judge
Horace Gray, remain obstinate bachel-
ors,

—It is said that Richard H. Dana,
Jr.. received only $250 for the manu-
seript of “Two Years Before the Mast.™
The publisher netted over £50,000 but
Dana never received any thing from
him beyond the sum promised.

—General Horace Porter said the
other night that no description of a
woman could be happier and juster
than that famous one: “Corporeal
enough to attest her humanity, vet so
transparent that the Divine light
shines through.”

—When Lincoln ran for Congress,
says the Cenlury Magazine, some of the
Whigs eontributed a purse of $200 to
pay his personal expenses in the can-
vass.,  After election was over the sue-
cessful candidate handed back §199.25.
“I did not need it,” he said. *I made
the canvass on my own horse; my
entertainment, being at the houses of
friends, cost me nothing, and my only
outlay was seventy-five cents for a
barrel of cider which some farm hands
insisted I should treat them to,”

_— e e

HUMOROUS.

—There are many people in this
worlkl who, not having the slightest
knowledge of sculpture, nevertheless
are noticeable for cutting very good
figures.

—Elevating Rapture. —

Said Jones—"She’s plighted her hand to ma.
I'm happy enough to climb a4 tree !

Said Brown to Jones—"Don’t be soft-headed,
You'll have more cause when you are wedded.™
— Detroit Free Press.

—First Dnde—*Aw ! Cholly, what's
the mattah 2" Second Dude—+*Got
bad cold, m’ deah fella, bad eold.”™
“Too bad, too bad, m" boy. How didl
you take such a vulgah thing as that 2™
“Last night I dreamt [ was toboggan-
ing.""—Omaha World.

—Stern Father—Youngz man, I saw
vou hug my daughter as you took vour
leave last night.”” Young Man—-~Well,
didn’t 1 do it scientitically " I want
no insolence, you scamp. You must
repress such ]?I'lu‘t'i'l“[l;‘_’f‘.” “I'd l':i.”’lt'l'
re-press the girl.”"—Pitlshurgh Chroni-
cle.

H

—A paper published at Vassar Col-
lege is authority for the statement that
a girl can imit her identical expehses
at that institution of learning to twen-
ty-five dollars per annum.  This allows
twenty dollars for chewing gum—if
she has not been slandered—but we
can’t imagine how she invests the
other five dollars. —Norristown Herald.

—Nurse—“Oi'll have to lave yez,
mum.”’  Lady—*Why so, Mary Ann?”’
Nurse—“Well, mum, the baby's gittin’
old.”  Lady—*1 don’t see what differ-
ence that makes.”  Nurse—*Why, ye
see, mum, the baby's gittin® to be a
blonde an’ Oi'm a brunette. We don't
look well together.  Yez'll have to dye
the baby mum, or I must lave vez."'—
Rambler.

—A minister, walking along the road,
met a wag, who said: “You know the
fatted ecalf that was Killed on the re-
turn of the Prodieal Son: was it a male or
a female?” It was afemale,” respondd-
ed the minister.  “How do vou know
that?” the wag asked. “Because,”” said
the minister, looking the wag straight
in the face, I cau see the male is alive
now.”—N., Y. Examiner.

Gertride—+You ought to hear Ru-
binstein’s Ocean Symphony, Cousin
Tom:it is perfectly grand.” Cousin
Tom—*1 should think for that sympho-
ny the musicians must kave their in-
struments tuned to the high Cs.”  And
then Cousin Tom wondered why Ger-
trude gave him such a cold, stony stare,
and wouldn't tell him any thing about
Rubmnstein’s symphony or any other
musie.— Baston Post.

- —— e —

The Influence of Environment.

Rev. Thomas Brydges, a missionary
in Tierea del Fuego, in the large island
of Onisin, among the Ona and the Yayg-
bons, mentions a curious circumstance
with reference to the people, illustrut-
ing the influenee of environment on the
acquirement of habits. Between men
and women there is a fair subdivision
of labor. Among other things, the
men make and fit up the canoes, but
the womicen are the rowers, The result
is that the women are good swiminers,
but the men ean not swim at all.  The
reason is that often on the coast there
i= not a single tree to which to fasten
canoes, The women, therefore,
after landing their husbands, have to
row the canoes to a spot where sea-
weed has been massed together, in or-
der to moor the canoes thereon: after
which operation they are compelled to
swim back. So, alzo, when the canoce
s wanted, the women have to swim
wat for it and row back for their hus-
hands.—N, Y. Pest.

A KING'S DOMINION.
The carpet in the parlor is mo better than the
“ﬁ:::;a in the library oneé ean say little
mﬂ'&umumm“m

it's rather smadl;
But the carpet in the nursery is uicest of them
all.

There's a palace in the middie, circled with a
wall of bisci,

With o moat of yellow water, four brown path-
wiuys running back

Through » fearful, frightful forest from the
‘windows to the door,

"Round four lakes of deep dark water with
green griffius on the shore.

Al the corners there are casties, and in one
King Arthur refgns;

In the north one is a giant, and the south is
Charlemagne’s,

Bnt the castle in the corner by the closet is ths
best,

And from this I rule my kingdom and reign over
all the rest.

But the middle park and palace are a very woa-
drous place—

Statues, vases, fairies, graces, fluwers and bow
ers through all the space,

"Tis a garden of enchantment, and the dreadfal
ogress there

Is my sister—You should see her when she rum-
pies up her hair!

Now. it's very, very seldom that T'll play with
dolls and girls,

"Cause I used to go in dresses, with my hair like
Mary's curls:

But there's first-rate fun in playing, on a rainy
indoor day,

That her doll's a captive Princess, to be res-

* cued in a fray.

So with Knights of the Round Table and with
Paladins of France,

Charlemagne and I and Arthur through the
wicked wood advance:

And we always have such contests, belore all

these wilds are crossed,
With the giant and the grifiins, that half cur
knights are lost.

But at Inst we reach the portals, and the lovely
Princess see,

Then the ogress, with her magic. eaptures every
one but ma;
And transfored to wood and pewter in her dun-
geons they repine—
But I bear away the Princess, so the victory is
mine,
—Ern=st Whifney, tn &, Nicholas, =
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BUILDING A RAILROAD.

A Story Whien Explain: Some Things and
Leaves Other Things for Young Wils to
Find Out.

“Come, boys,”” said Will to the oth-
ers, “I'm tired of this humdrum play.
Let's get up something new and big."’

“Agreed,”
“but what shall it be, Will?”

“A railroad,” was the prompt re-
ply.

And they all shouted:
hurrah, boys! that's just grand.
doit.  But who knows how?"”

“Ido,” came from Will

' an engineer, and you see I hear him

L

talk to mother abont it every day.’
“Your father su engineer!”

elaimed several.

and Tim Sullivan run all the engines?”
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degrading. The house servant is con-
sidered as of a lower caste than the
shop girl or factory operative. Noone
can give an intelligent reason why this
is so; but the fact stands out in sharp
distinctiveness. It is an nn-
reasonable and it has its
influence, more or less, with all of us.
And the unfortunate thing about it is

that argument has Hitle weight against

came from the others; ;prejmiice.

Nevertheless, if we know wherve the
root of the eril lies we ean set ourselves
to overcome it. If it is intrinsically as

“A railroad! | honorable to prepare the meals for s

U Went | famiily and to do the hundred things
|that go toward making domestic life
“Father’s | comfortable as it is to do endless stiteh-

ing on undergarments: if it requires
more intelligence and versatility to be

ex- | & competent domestic servant than to
“Don’t Mike Riley | ™00 & machine with its incessant repeti-

tion of the same thing over and over

Aud Will answered with & lonl “Ha, lagaiu. then let us say so and feel so

ha, ha! Ruan engines! ha, ha, ha!™
and hiz wides shook with lanchter
“Compare my father to Mike and Tim!
My father builds railroads.™

An they all said “Oh!™ “Bat what
is the first thing, Will, to build a rail-
road? A spade and hoe, or what?™

“Money: ten hundred thousand dol-
lars, and just as muach more as you can
get. Father says you can do any thing
with money: but all the money in the
world eouldn’t have saved little sister
Rose from dying.”” At that a large
tear came to Will's eve, and the boys
all looked at him in silence.

Then he wiped his eves and went on:
“Come, boys, say how much you'll give
to the new railroad.™

Tharcupon Will smoothed off a spot |

in the sand and wrote his name, and
opposite he put, “The right of way and
no charge for engineering.™

“Amd what's “the right ot way?" "
they asked

“You can’t build roads in the air.
You must have ground, and whea vou
get it, vou've ‘the right of way.” See?
I'll gt that from father, dowa in the
orchard, along the trout brook.”

“Good for you, WIill," they
shouted.

“Here. Rob, vou sign for the ties:

all

Alee, for the rails, and Jim for the roll- sumption of the Indians is the cocon

] leaf.
‘ Many do not even know what tebaces

ing stock; Dan must build the depot.
Come up. now, and sign like men of
enterprise. B+ liberal and prompt,

and we’ll have the cars running by the i called bon ton have cast it aside. writes

a traveler in Bolivie. T gave it a

first of June, and declare a dividend—
of fun at least—every day.™

All this speech from Will.  Aud each
one wiote his name under Will's say-
ing what he would give or do.

Then came the word of command
from our voung engineer:

“Now to business. Each one to his

home as fast as his legs will earry him, |

I

|

‘ti\-;nte

The unreasonable prejudice may gradu-

ally be overcome. [t can not be batter-
ed down with logie—we are speaking

L of society in general--but we believe it

may be gradually lived down. Then we
shall have relief for those whose
keeps them from an ion in

| which they think they will lose ecaste.

We shall have also better services than
it now too often the case. But this
mproved frehng—for it is feeling
more than thinking—will be & growth.
What we should aim at s to get it
zrowing vigorously as rapidly as possi-
ble.

Let us add that very much may be

! done here by individual effnt. Every

employer of domestic servants can do
much to show that she regards their
labors as worthy and themselves as
entiiled to respeet. She can evinee »
personal interest in them and ean enl-
in them a wise self-estoens

| There is no need of waiting for a com-

| hined social movement in this

|

|
|
|

:-“':l"u“inf_',' the
[ tonished at the result

dirve-
tion. Let individual effort be pm

forth and good will follow. — Christinn
Worker.

PROPERTIES OF COCOA.

One of the greatest articles of con-
It is universally used by them.

is. The Indians alone nse it The so-

thorough test, desiving to study its
properties. For five days before start-
ing I took my regular fig. In place of
breakfast [ vonsumed abont two ounces
of cocoa leaves, chewing them and
saliva. T was as
[ went all day

'without esting, travelinz on mule-
 back.  In the evening I not only felt ne
| bad effect, exeepting a little restless-
i ness, but arvived quite fresh. I feel
confident that too little attention has
 been paid to this invaluable natural
stimulant. The Quichoas have used it
for centuries, andl have thriven with
i They travel forty and fifty miles &
; e . : ' day on foot, with no other food than
nearly all done.  Will said they would ' .= . -
lay the ties—what are lh-e_;‘?-—:md .lm‘h cosoa. thed romnd thelr ms.ckn ~
rails (?) the next Moaday, and soon I | small pouches. _One of these Ind ians is
should hear the whistle.  mory grateful to you for a handful of
True to his promise, on the appoint=d ;S.mh t:ﬂt'ﬂn than fof’ money.—X X
day came the “tool, toot, toot,” louder W
and louder till the hills sent back tho‘
souml.

and bring an axe or spade or hoe or
some tool. T'll raa to father for the
charter—what's that? Then let's make
the dirt fly.”

When I went by a few days after, by
the foot of the orchard, sure enough,
there lliq'_\‘ were: coats off, each one
busy as a bee, Will acting as eaginesr.

The grading — what's  that? — was

——m—el- G

| —Secicner says that an ansinkable
lifehoat recently patented by a genthe

Ilooked, and there came the train, | man in Baffalo, N. Y., possesses some
built of wool “from stem to stern,” |novel features. The entire lower part
and drawn by two stout  goats, instead | of the boat i filled with sheets or siabs
of steam, while Jim sat on the engine | of cork. set up edgewise and fastened
with = tin horn to his mouth, his | tegether. Above this is a of
cheeks puffed out like two pumpkins. | rushes, <ot up vertically and

That's vears ago. Will is now Mr. | their ends rendered water-proof. Above
William , a first-class  railroad | the cork and rushes is & w
man. So are some of the others. — | deck. which separates the lower half
Pansy. of the boat from the npper half, where i '
seats are provided for crew and passen- |

L
Jers.
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Both So Beautiful. o

Tr—— ) B W e —.

—Mr. Jonas Gﬂ.nul!hrl, whe » _.:_I
er to two little new scholars oy glﬂ'::lc“.ﬁm“‘mm'lo hl. > :
“Oh!” replied Tommy, “we haven't :zgr:,_t;r:r up, ot a n:;. B -
nn‘}‘\‘:'!ll::}t I{‘*‘;\H care of you?" she asked S ‘mt:‘deka - mﬂ.ﬂ e

“Father does. We've got a beauti'fu.! - o g
father. You ought to see him!"

“Who takes care of you when he is
at work?"”

“He takes all the care before he goes
off in the morning and after he comes
back at night. He's a house-painter;
but there isn’t very much work this
winter, so he is doing laboring till
spring comes. He leaves us & warm
breakfast when he goes off; and we
have bread and milk for dinner,
and a good supper when he comes :
home. Then he tells us stories and |from their

“Tell your mother you've been very
good boys to-day,” said a sehool teach-

.




